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THE SUNDAY STAR, WASHINGTON, D. C., DECEMBER 18, 1921-PART 4. 


The Emperor’s Amulet -‘-Another Ling Ti Story — By H. Bedford Jones 


J IM HANECY stood in the street nlflcent pictures and poems left there "That is In my girdle. Let us not man whose garb showed him to be track mind was centered wholly upon A bedlam of trampling feet, shrieks, 

outside the house of mourning b y great artists through hundreds of go hastily about this. If we offer It one of the soldiery from the local Wang, the green cicada and the murder. * * shouts and curses Oiled the bulld- 

and Inspected his enemy with > cara as memorials. Instead of these to the white man ” yamen. The soldier did not know Thus stood the situation when Ben- lng. Hanecy did not open the door, 

. .. thinas. the scholar seated himself be- "He will buv it. He deals In such that there were two white men there, son. accompanying the soldier who but darted to the window that lighted 


CHRISTMAS EVE AT 
PILOT BUTTE 


(Continued from Fourth Page.) "He’s dead,” he said. "Got kills 

in San Francisco." 

almost forgotten in the temporary Joy A wave of re n 0f aeemed w pa9 
of being again In the saddle. It had ove r the prematurely aged face, 
been a dream; his free days were "if, wrong lo aay lt » came at las , 

over. He was a hunted thing now. - But Vm g]ad He n8vep sb 

his own objective gone, the money stopped. "You can’t stay here ’ 

which he had combated the dangers B art Carson forced fora an 

of a railrpad’s every fighting resource his blackened hand, the swollen Deal 
to procure, useless— a mere weight protruding between the interstices o 
in his pockets. For he knew that tbe bandage. "No— If I could Jus 
sooner or later the man he had left have a „ tt|e hot wat8r and aom , 
behind in the cabin would tight his arnlca , f you . ve got , t _ and a mUl 
way back to his companions. There grub Then n , on .. 


a grim smile. 

"Smallpox." he said curtly. "Going 
in with me. Benson?" 

Benson, who was one of the biggest 
curio dealers and agents in_ China, 
shook his head. Only the glitter in 
his short-sighted eyes betrayed his 
vivid hatred of Jim Hanecy. He was 
a rather small man, soft-spoken, very 


things, the scholar seated himself be- “He will buy It. He deals in such that there were two white men there, son. accompanying the soldier who but darted to the window that lighted 

fore the stones of the outer walls, things." so he naturally addressed Hanecy. had summoned him. came from the the room and dropped into an alley, 

upon which were Inscribed the polltl- "True." The more astute robber "Heavenborn. we have heard that nearby yamen to buy the emperor’s "I believe I was wrong. af|er all.” 
cal testaments of the statesman, and scratched his nose 'reflectively. "But. you buy old Jade, especially Han yu, ’ amulet. reflected Hafiecy. ”1 don’t think Ben- 

set himself to study and contemplate remember, there is a mandarin In the said the man humbly enough. "My Hanecy’s soldier, with -the green son was responsible for this affair f in 
and reflect. The scholar was doubt- yamen. Beyond doubt, the mandarin comrade and I bought from a fisher- cicada in his hand, stood inside the t he least, to give the devil his due! 

less improving his soul, but he was will take all the money that the white man a Jade which he took from the city gate and waited patiently. He He would never have let that amulet 

killing a tremendous amount of time man should pay us." belly of a river Osh. It is of green had Hanecy safe In case Benson re- get into my hands. The facts prob. 

in doing It. "Ah! Quite true." assented the stone- — ■” fused to give as much as a hundred ably are that those two bandits back 


he answered. “ .uc 

Hanecy regarded him with that ,hp f cl ®. lr ° m bla * lr 
same thin, dangerous smile on his apec,ed 11 "“'cally; in vl 
hron.ed hatchet face. The two men abacnc ® luncheon he did 
stood in a side street of Cheng-tu. care 50 much for ,h ® thl "S' 


at the clca’da from his girdle and in- grinned. this green insect?” F »V" pIan - “>« poor • cho,ar “ m » them." 

T s l ,ecte d it critically; in view of the “Go to that shop across the street "My comrade is keeping It. heaven- through the gate, driven as a loiterer Anybody who knew Hanecy would 
absence luncheon, he did not now and buy some wax. Then come back.” born. His duties detain him. and I by the soldiers. have smiled at this last, for Hanecy 

™ " care so much for the thing. The second man obeyed, keeping his promised to bring you if you would Benson followed his guide to the was too strictly an apostle of effl- , 


would be a fresh horse and a new 

trail— and pursuit again. f® tur ' ,ed to the cook 8t0v ® 

Quickly, almost spasmodically. Bart out a , word ’ a ' ld Bar ' Larson sank in b 


... ... A sound of clinking coins sharply eye carefully on his comrade. When care to see It.’ . ... 

mlTls from a number roused the scholar, he glanced up to he returned with the wax the first Hanecy reflected. He knew that the ter silently opened hi. hand and ever. He lived very largely by rlsk- 

ohWra ,'uln from ste a man at bla sldp ’ Razing at man “>° k »• divided It into two per- local mandarin was hand in glove showed the green stone, and Bensons ,ng his neck, and be desired to go on 

frmv* rxt Pmnprnr t Ti nf th* cicada and making money-talk. The tions. and into each portion firmly with Benson, and he rather suspected eyes widened. ving for a long: time. 


soldier who awaited them. The lat- rlency to waate any sympathy what- 


Carson dug his heels into the flanks a c ‘ ,air ’ 8 " on 10 f '®‘ « h « rellef ° f b<> 
of hie mount and veered Its course to- wat . er a,ld a 8 ° blhln * t°tlon. Then 


ward the dim distant shadows which 88 ke bobnd th * wound wlth frc81 


marked the wildest, most desolate I TT and the w0 “ a n busied hersel 
section of Pilot Butte. There In the "‘V* tb ®. reparation of food. lh, 


grave of the Emperor Ling Ti of the 
Han dynasty — objects which, from an 
historical and artistic standpoint of 
value, were worth their weight in 
■rubles to any collector or museum. 

One of those objects had been In 
the possession of the man who hud 
just died of smallpox. , 

"One word, Benson." said Hanecy 
slowly. "You’re a clever devil. The 
mandarin here Is working for you. 
You’d cheerfully pay high to have me 
killed. Now. Benson, you're too slick 
to give me any excuse for coming to 
you and putting a bullet into your 
ugly hide — but you look out! All I 
want Is the excuse!" 

Benson produced a cigarette nnd 
lighted It. He knew that Jim Hanecy 
would shoot him if given an excuse — 
Hanecy had a reputation for keeping 
hia word — but Benson was a man who 
never lost his head. So now he re- 
fused to let himself be snared Into 
saying anything. “ Hanecy was only 
talking from suspicion, anyway. 

"You have gone Into partnership 
with Toptlt. haven’t you?" Benson In- 
quired casually. 

"I have!" snapped Hanecy. "And 
we mean to get the whole Ling Ti 
outfit.” 

Benson smiled, waved his cigarette 
with an assurance that maddened 
Hanecy, and responded: 

"There’a one piece you won’t get — 
nobody will get lt! That’s the piece 
In there, the tongue-amulet of Ling 
TI. It’s been lost. The man is dead." 

"You’re such a cursed liar I'd hate 
to believe you." said Hanecy sourly. 

"Than go in and ask.” 

* * * * 

pjANECY turned on his heel and 


*■'/ f/i 




"How much, excellency?” asked the As soon as Hanecy eiflerged from 
soldier. ’’This Is a true Han yu. as the rabblt-warre'n of alleys Into a 
you can see——” street he perceived that the quarter 

Benson took the green cicada, held wae boiling with excitement The 
It up, examined It closely. Six feet government' buildings were close by, 
away the poor scholar came to a dead so he made hla way to the yamen and 
halt, gaping at the stone in astounded asked questions as he went, 
recognition. He was unobserved by From those around Hanecy learned 
the three, for folk were eddying all that a poor scholar had been wan- 
around him, staring curiously at the tonly murdered near the south gate 


ravines, and among rocky hills and Phi ' d 8lld bp ‘ wpen hls k "®* 8 ai " 
close-grown underbrush might lie a lo ° * d up al h l “;, 

"Who nrn von?" aha onlfAil 


chance. There, too, Bart Carson 
smiled grimly, with the knowledge 
that the slopes of Pilot Butte, where 
one victim of the dead Walker still 
struggled against enveloping adver- 
sity, soon would shelter another — and 
that other himself! He pressed the 
horse to greater speed. 


"Who arc you?" she asked. 

"Me?" Bart Carson smiled down a 
her. ’’Don't you know who I am! 
I'm Santa Claus.” 

"You?" She sniffed. ’’Where’s youn 
whiskers V 

"Shaved 'em off about a week ago 
but they’re cornin’ back Again. Here’ 


white man. 


and that search was being made for 


Then from the scholar burst a chat- I the murderers, who were known. This 




terlng: shout: 


grave him no clue, for he did not con- 


“Uelp These are the men who nect the matter with hls two soldiers, 
murdered the bookseller Wan*: in the so he determined to stick around and 










Btreet of Ten Thousand Bright Flow- see what happened next. He called 

I era! That green-stone Insect ’’ an empty sedan chair, gave the bear- 

j Provincial soldiers who vary their ers a coin, and told them to wait for 

legitimate occupation with a eplce of him. Then he sauntered toward the 

banditry on the Bide are by no means yamen. 

foola Beneon wae no fool either, but Presently a surge of the crowd gave 
he was caught by surprise. As he way before a group of soldiers, who 
glanoed up at the sudden shout, one bore two dead men in their midet. 
of the two men snatched the stone These were seen to be two of the 
from his hand; the other checked the yamen guard, and the bodies were 
scholar’s outburst with a knife-thrust, placed on exhibition. There was new 
Immediately the street was flung excitement when a proclamation was 
Into mad confusion. The poor scholar brought forth and posted above the 
lay gasping out hla life, while above bodies. 

him trampled a wild throng. Murder Hanecy read that proclamation, 
and sudden death hovered close. The standing back In the crowd. It was 
only persons In the crowd who actu- to the effect that the ways of the 
ally knew wlrat was going on were g0 ds were inscrutable and very pro- 
tho two soldiers. And when Benson found. These two murderers had fled 
tried to And them, furious at what had to a room In the gambling house of 
happened, they were gone. Ma Jen. where they had quarreled. 

, a a , One of them had drawn a revolver 

and eliot one cartridge. That one 


Dawn broke, to reveal a slouched —he caught her hand and raised it tt 
figure nodding over the back of a his * ace "feel ’em.' 
swaying horse. By noon the bleak "They re awful scratchy!” 
outline of Pilot Butte was nearer. " Sur ‘ ! th ®y are: " Warmth and com. 
Sunset— horse and rider were In the Panlonship w. re having their effect 
shadow now. Then, without warning, Thu fatigue was fading— more ant 
the horse coughed, stumbled and fell. mor e «•>« smile was broadening. "Sun 
the rider sprawling at one side and “s shoolli. -but you ought to see C 
groaning pitifully with the pain of wllen grown out." 


the Impact against an arm swollen to 


"Carrie!" the woman called from ilu 


such proportions that it stretched the “ wve . " pul1 dowu lb ® curtains.’’ 


coat sleeve which bound It. Hazily. 


The child obeyed, and Bart Carso! 


dizzily, the man crawled to hie feet looked up gratefully. 


and floundered toward the struggling 
beast. 


"Up boy!" be begged. Then a gasp- 
ing sigh. "His leg’s broke. I can't ” 

Hesitating, almost fearful. he 
looked about him and drew the re- 
volver. He aimed, turned away his 
head. A booming report, thrown 


•Thanks!" 

The woman only nodded; the chili 
was back at the stranger's knee. 

''lluw'il you gel iiurt — if you r! 
Santa Claus?" 


* * * * 


L'P HATS just it!" Bart Carson 
leaned forward. "My reindeer* 


back in hollow, mocking reverbera- „„ away „„ nie . whol „ candle 

lions from the hills and gulches. Then o{ . em and j tpra . ln) .. d my wr j 8t try. 


a figure staggered on- 


in’ to hold 'em in. It was Just a 


er»HE soldiers straightened out the bullet had, by the Inevitable l^we o^ 
* in short order, but there justice, pierced both the murderers — 


strode Into the house of mourn- 
ing. Benson glanced after him with 
a vivid gleam in hls eyes, then 
shrugged hla shoulders and walked 
away. 

A few moments later Jim Hanecy 
came from the house, frownlngly. 
After all, Benson had told him the 
truth — probably had discovered it 




1 crowd In short order, but there Justice, pierced both the murderers — 
waa none to explain. The poor scholar directed by the hand of the gods. ■ 


Miles It seemed furlongs In reality. , ru8ll . brokl . ttani ." i, e explained, and 
A stumbling exit from a clump of uwru , BkluiBh ." 

underbrush, and Bart Carson drew • HoIlesl7 " the child's eyes were 
himself up in surprise. He had floun- wjde with be)lef n0 w. The man 
dared onto a roadway. Not fifty feet ,. rlnnea and twisted her curls with a 
away a man was plodding toward him ,j nK( . r 


THEN. FROM THE SCHOLAR BURST A CHATTERING SHOUT. 


lay dead. Benson shrugged bis shoul- that same bullet had shot each man 
ders at questions, pretending he did between the eyes! 

not understand. A good many pr_- In evidence or this supernatural 
clous minutes were wasted while the f ac t. the revolver wae displayed, 
offleer in charge of the gate was Hanecy turned away, got out of the 
eliciting from the throng Just what crowd, and climbed Into hls waiting 
had taken place. Finally tt waa real- se dan chair. He directed the bearers 
lxed that the scholar had been wan- to the house of Kiang. the fur dealer, 
tonly murdered by a soldier, and from on the other eide of the city, and then 
the description the men recognised , „ at back with a smile on hls lips, 
their comrade. The officer reflected "Great is the Justice of the manda- 
a while, then remembered that hie r | n t~ bo murmured, and patted the 


on horseback. 

"Merry Christmas!" It was the 
"star route" mail carrier. Carson 
pulled the sharp, cold air culling inio 
hls lungs. 


"Whal're you going to get for 
It was the Christmas?” 
ler. Carson "Nothing." 
cutting inio ' Sure?" Bart cocked bis head. "Sure 
\ now? - ' Then be leaned closer. "Kec'- 


"Chrlstmas eve.” he muttered. Then I | cC t. j'm Sandy Claus. What do you 


louder, "Merry Christmas!" 

But the other man said nothing 


want?" 

A Anger went to childish lips. Ther« 


more. His eyes were centered on that was a liiilgcly moment of thought, 
bandaged, tell-tale hand; the rowels Then: "Something for mamma." 


of his spurs had cut deep into hls' 
horse. Bart Carson reeled into the 


"What?" 

"I don't know — something. 


through the local mandarin or from Ifffence was obvious. The man was pressed the belly side of the cicada. | some trick here, some trap to en- we , e great patrons of the near- emperor's amulet with much satis- 

offlclal sources. The emperor’s amu- a merchant-an old fellow with wispy He gave hls comrade one of the snare him. Still, what matter? That b y „ amb ,mg house. faction. "I don’t understand all this 

let had disappeared some days pre- * ra y mustaches and bleary eyes. Hls portions. ! wax Impression showed the name of ,^. wo of you wm remain with me _ but r m satisfied." 

vlousiy while the man lay eick Now n “me was Wang, and he dealt in "Go you to the yamen. Seek the . Ling Ti in characters unmistakably watc h the gate." he said. ’The And be tucked some tobacco into 
the man was dead and the amulet hooks; also, ho was learned In many white man. tell him that I have this Han. and If Benson had secured the aeach Ma Jen - 8 gambling hJg br | er . chuckling to himself, 

was gone things— a reader of his own wares. Han yu. and will meet him Just out- j thing Hanecy waa perfectly willing and the n8ar by dwellings. Th. k (Copyrizht. lKl.) 

•Tough’ luck" murmured Hanecy Wan « bou * ht the c,cada 'or a small side the south gate If he wishes to ,o match wits and take lUaway from baa „ ed , her . for hiding.” 

"OM Toptlt wm throw a fit when he <>t caaU. He bought it hasti.y buy It. Meantime I will go to the him. Risk did'not bother him appre- murderer ^ ^ wa> M ist letoe 

finds tf’« been lost One or Bensons without dkring to show hls eagerness other white man, tell him that you ciably. enrrect A DO Ul miSlieiOC. 

. rooks may have’ stolen lt-but I ° r ,0 «amlne “ vary closely, and have the Han yu. and get an offer on ■ "Where is your comrade now?" de- « ^ |tt|ng the empt y room, with ^scE more we come to the season 
rather think not.” then » b u ffled oft wlth the cicada j It. They will see from the two char- manded Hanecy. _ #Bljr a brtok bed and a Jar that U of the mistletoe. The mistletoe 


brush again — the first telephone would ain’t got anything." 

carry the news, and liorsea could jjart Carson's eyes became strangely 

travel swiftly on that road! More, thoughtful. 

lie knew that by now every rancher .. what -„ the matter with this fine 

had been made a deputy, every cow- hou((e here alld lhl8 ranch and " 

puncher a man appointed In the serv- .. Wt .. re golnB awa y from here." 


About Mistletoe. 


Ice of the law. and hot for the adver- 
tised reward! He ran, aimlessly, how 


"Carrie !" 

But Ban Carson raised hls hand in 


crooks mav have stolen It-but I or ,0 11 ver y closely, and I have the Han yu. and get an offer on- "Where is your comrade now? de- - ln , h * empty room, with ^nce more we come to the season 

rather think not " th * n shuffled oft with the cicada j It. They will eee from the two char- manded Hanecy. ‘ brlok b ed and a Jar that O of the mistletoe. The mistletoe 

He .lowly retraced hi. steps clutched In hls palm, while the actera what It represents. The one Tje.r the south gate, heavenborn." of Mm „ hu t0 ke8p hlm .com- l8 a whlch lives off trees, 

through the crowded streets to the scholar departed to seek substantial who offers most will get It. \er> wpll. Jlm Hanecy waited for some- jjot only does it grow on the oaks, 

house of old Kiang the fur merchant nourishment. The two mulled over this scheme They walked on together. Hanecy a p happen. He fell so certain but lt l8 found cn thc pecan . hickory, 

where hi. ^ frl^nS «d par“neT. Topt". Two minute, later Wang paused for half an hour There were no little In the lead. To the city gate had waiked Into a trap of * llB . hackberry. osage orange, paper 

awaited him So far as the emperor's outside the m^in entrance of the tern- flaws In It when they had finished. was a comfortable w^lk, although a „ . devising that he was anxious mulberry, locust, sassafras, persim- 

Imu et wLT’ concerned thtre seemed Pie and opened hls clenched fist. The With hls wax Impression, one so - pleasant oue-by the Ix,han bridge H l. nerves were on a mon . a8b and frul , no . 

total complete checkmlte very touch of the cool, sweet stone dler betook himself to the mandarin’s and th. river road, past the ancient *° a edge. taWy the apple, pear and cherry. But 

In the Hsuo tau kai or’ street of ‘ hrl " ed hlm: the feel of « b ® wondrous V* 1 "®"’ not far from the t * mpleB ' The a “ernoon was wearing ha ‘ r * g BOun K d cached him. He „ prefcr8 , he oaks and the superstl- 

hookshons a naked mile vellow b^v Polished patina against hls sweaty Here he obtained audience with Ben- A „ they passed the walled pre- - ° that at thl8 time of day tious and mysterious. 

w« pl«!ng w^h a pecunar r b Ject old palm was an ecstasy. He paid no j8 on-a private audience-and gave his clnct8 of Chu-ko Liang's tempi, a In the gambling Joint was Druids, the priests of the pagans 

:“ P '*Hfd ked from a aarbaae >'c* ard t0 th ® ,act ,hat ° ther me " Very g00d reaa ° n k *«P^K tb ® Poor scholar came from the entrance 8 , ow a „ d , ns i d ious doubt of the British Isles and the lands on 

had garbage ^ ^ ftU around _ comlng going mandarin out of business. He told an d plodded slowly after them, blink- a8 '« could be a trap gradually ,„e south side of the English channel. 

1 h , . . . He was Immensely proud of what he ail about the cicada, which, according i n g dreamily through his spectacles. ‘ ba ' . . That so ldler had got the idea that it was the soul of 


far he never knew, to stop at last. remon8tra „ ce . and the woman waa 
panting and gasping, the pull of blood giJenl He turned once more to the 


- .. . {pounding through hls swollen arm 1 j 

of the mistletoe. The mistletoe ... “ _ . ...... Ichild. 


and wrist. His head ached — but not! 


"Why?” he whispered, and nodding 


as much as that arm. But not even toward lhe mother. The child's lips 
the arm itself ached half as much as ... ... 


something else which Bart Carson 
never had felt before — hls heart. 


• * * * 


A LONE on the top of a knoll, he 
Stood looking down Into a little 


pile in the gutter. 

This plaything appeared to be a 


valley and at the ramshackle house Ilke to have a lot of 

It held. He recognized It-tbe home | w B ,„p and ever'- 

of the woman whose husband Walker , 


sought hls ear. 

"I don't know. She's going into 

town and work and ■” 

Bart nodded. 

"Yeh. I understand. And what do 
you want for yourself " 

"Just a doll." 

"How'd you like to have a lot of 


dead cicada, about two inches ln kad 


intensely proud of what he all about the cicada, wnicn, accoromg mg dreamily through hls spectacles.! hlg m|nd That so ldler had got the Idea that it waa the soul of 

bought, and was ln avid | to hls story, had been found ln the | j,| s mind lost In contemplation of the j cour8e but had not told the the oak. and that, as It remained 

L!. "... lm.lk.ll.. » floV. talr.n frn’tl the fiver. ! nnhU mrivimn Chu.Ln. l.fnv hail llr °' ’ .. . ..... .... . 


had been, deserted for another, her- 
self now a kindred spirit in a world 
of enemies. Smoke feathered from 
the chimney. In the window a light 


gleamed faintly against the dull glow „ laughed— 

'of the fading winter sunset. There craw ed “ 


thing, and •” 

"What's that?" The woman stepped 
to the window, pulled back the shade 
and stood peering out. 

"Where are they?" The child had 


resting in hls hand. He noted tne Benson began to get exciicu. •**»= certain or crooKeo wort somewnere. -- hastening 

drew the cicada after him by the clear qua j ily 0 f the stone. Its leaf- thing might really be a Han Jade. This cicada had come from no fish ! A 8CU y . hand 

cord. It was a very pretty plaything. . th0 det tness with which But when Benson saw the wax Im- be uy; It was the one lost by the j passage, nan » 


TO. it was a very preny piayin.ng. green color , , he deftness with which But when Benson saw tne wax .m- belly; It was the one lost by the , h( . n „aused 

A poor scholar, who was earnest thg art , 8t had made dark spo ts nestle | pression he had hard work to keep his smallpox victim. How had the sol- . ble88 ,„ K of the five bats 

lOUgh but more ignorant than his ... I Imr. In trnm Showing. The two filers obtained It? Through Renson. ln ® . ... ^ _ 


slid toward waa something sacred about the oak 
, tree. and. of aourae. the soul of the 
i five bats!” oak tree was especially sacred. Won- 


was warmth and 


apparently forgetful of the woman at 


Water! Hot water In which to th ® wlndow - 


enough but more ignorant than his Jlke natural Insect colorings in the jubilation from showing. The two d iers obtained lt? Through Benson, * .voice of the soldier who had ! derful powers and properties were at- 
tltle Justified, was sitting In contem- wlng8 of the cicada. Wang, who had characters he recognized Instantly as 0 f course. It was the ecented lure to Ra d blm " Here ls the place— and j trlbuted to the mistletoe, and when 


bathe the blackening wrist and angry, “Oh. I'll have to get em. Them 


platlon when the boy passed him. „ tudled much, knew that this wae not the name of Ling Ti. This leaf-green SO me fine trap. 
Ignorant or clever, scholars are [h(# ordlnary j a de. fetched in from cicada was the amulet of the emperor "Good enou 
scholars the world over. This yellow T urkestan by the hundrewelght. It —the amulet that had been lost! confidently. ” 

man with the horn spectacles saw wag 8enu i ne Chinese Jade, such as ' * * * * trap. I'll sprlni 

what the boy was playing with and had not be en found In China except _ v A NFCY reclined at hls ease ln a balt ' And 1 °' 
realized that no real cicada would rarely for about 2,000 years. T"J ' . up In person.' - 

last ten minutes at such a game; also. The words escaped his ** ° f tb ® Tu-kung temple. He wa8 utt , 


— guided him. ’’Here Is the place — ana ir.uuivu ™ luuucuir. mm wnen 

some fine trap. “ . . tlrae to lose If we are to paganism pawed the early Christians 

"Good enough." thought Hanecy adg gafe out of the city! clung to many of the pagan Ideas 

confidently. "If they want to set a “ r » money and be satisfied, about the plant. There was good luck 

trap. I'll spring the trap and grab the * a „ in mistletoe. At Christmas, the mer- 

bait. And I only hope Benson shows. fob1 ' -——hi** something ' riest day of the year, our northern 


swollen arm. Hot water and poultices blamed reindeers Just took everything 
and temporary surcease from pain, when they cut^ loose. But v.e ix 
And there was no telephone — to send that, all right." 


up in person. 

He was utterly wrong In hls sus- 


Another voice grumbled something riest day of the year, our northern 
Inaudible. The door was flung open. | ancestors would hang a branch of 
Hanecy rose as the two soldiers en- mistletoe over the entrance to the 


that this cicada seemed to be petri- „ rapt admiration— a. much for j where his partner, T °P ut ' wa * d °™ i ' picions. of course. In this instance | H*"e c Y rose a, e ^ They were home as a sign of good luck and wel- 
fled or carved from stone. He called . . cleverness as for the stone’s oiled, waa In one of his rarely talks- K wag be , ng made the butt of a fate tere showed fierce ex- come. Kissing was much commoner 


a warning. There are n 

But Bart Carson shook hls head. down the hill 
"She’s a woman. It mlglrt scar e woman was sa: 

A start! Something had moved in thc ho ' lae - 
the underbrush at his right. A hand "Beach n 

went to the gun. halted there, then honey- 1 can 


•There are three men Just coming 
down the hill on horseback.” the 
woman was saying. "They’re headed 


"Beach In this pocket over here, 
honey. 1 can’t on account of my 


fled or carved from stone. He called | hig own cleverness as for the stone’s oiled, waa in one or ms rarely taiaa- hg wag belng m ade the butt of a fate . , h . eye8 8 j,owed fierce ex- come. Kissing was much commoner 
to the boy. and the cicada changed beauty. "Han yu! Jade of the Hans! tlvc moods. Toptlt was pretending to wh i c ti was inexorable and Insatiate. pan n “’ hand of the one was red and promiscuous then than now. and 
hands for a matter of two coppers— A tongue arau let from a grave!” write more .poetry, but was In reality * * * * ! irtThuurtlly wiped blood people entering the door over which 

caah - ‘ . c, . Hc turned ° ver ,he ClCada . t0 d °T" -THEY came to the gate, a narrow! * H anecy perceived that much had "° h “ 1 Bed f 


dropped A great, dark object was hand.” Bart st.il 

moving through the snow, head warning. "Feel something in there. 


nanas ior a manci ui A tongue amulet from a grave: ^ — . v ^ * * , . hastily wiped blood. peujuc cuicnug ut»ur uver wiuwi 

cash. • He turned over the cicada to exam- Jotting down what HaneeV said-for a narrow - * „ anecy perceived that much had the mistletoe hung exchanged kisses 

Examining hls purchase, the scholar , ne lhe two ide ographs on Its belly, he knew that Hanecy had been long T H „, ance ln the high walls where been going on somewhere, but he was with the host and hls family. In that 

found that the cicada really was : „ ut lhey were beyond hls ability to in the land and was wise In many advertlae ® ent8 a n d ban . t J w *se fo ask any incautious ques- way kissing and mistletoe probably 

carved from stone— a stone resem- j read Thus examining hla find, he ways. id :ogi raphi ed a BtQoes became associated, so that when men 

bllng Jade, but like no jade that he djd nQt see tbat two men had heard "There are several kinds of antique d ‘ r ® war W ere going In and out -Here la my comrade, heaven born.” hun * mistletoe indoors as a deoora- 

had ever seen! On the belly were exclamation end had exchanged dealers. Toptlt. One kind , gets stuff The soldier 8 ald the first soldier hurriedly. "He tlon It continued o be the s^gn of Oie 

cut two characters of some ancient , gw|ft glance . H an yu. to any na- on consignment, much of It from me; P«t »! he loa g g comrade ha8 the green stone. Give us the k1 "’ or an •nation to kissing, lie 

script which he could not read. De - 1 tjve who knows . has much the same , he has a goodly patter about Klen glan '* d ’ d ^, th Benson and money and let us depart" 8tm kl " under ral8U ®‘°®- and 

termlning that it was a luck-piece. I slgnlflcance that ’’Free gold, by j Lung. Han periods and so forth. He bad jiot yet ^ ^ „ an , rv w «J.cv extended the sheaf of notes. of our P*f pI * 8,111 “ lln l k of 0,18 


stretched forward, natural timidity I "Tea” The child brought .out the 
forgotten ln the c^ll of preservation — handcuffs. Bart spread them, then 
a starving elk, following the scent released the safety, 
of hay even Into a ranchyard. And "Be careful of ’em— don’t snap cm 

Bart Carson watched, watched while shut, ’cause they won’t come open 

the emaoiated beast clattered through ’’Didn’t you bear me?” The woman 
the stream at the foot of the hill, was beside him. "There’s three 
edged through the half-open gate and men 

to the haymow; watched as & woman "I heard." Bart Carson looked up 
came forth, patted the hunger-tamed with a smile. Then: 
beast, pulled forth fresh hay for it, ’’Listen, honey.” he explained to the 
and returned to the house. Bart Car- c hiid. .’’See if you can remember this; 
son waited no longer. Like a starved .j cauC ht him. I claim the reward.’ " 
elk. he, too, went forward. ..j ,aught him.” came the childish 

Timidly, almost haltingly, he passed answe r. "I claim the reward." 
through the gate and approached thc tb | n b and of a woman tugged 

door. He knocked— then stood hesi- hard at hlg 8 i ee ve. 
tant as the woman faced him In the .. u a(n . t r j g ht ■” she began, but 


termining mai n significance that "Free goia. oy — ~ t h« arm of Hanecy. Hanecy extended the sheaf of notes. — " 

,he sc.iolar tucked it into his gliille George t" would have to an old-time doesn’t know that there were three touched tb ® " m W |th me to a l T he soldler tucked them away, then P lant “ oometWng mysterious and 

and took bis accustomed way to the CaIifornla minlng camp . m other distinct Han periods-and hls custom- Then x wl „ return , turned with an angry gesture to hls aa having pecullarapproprlateneas as 

south 8 ate toward the temple of the word8> |t ls apt to 8tart something. era think he’s a wonder “‘“.".U my comrade. It is comrade. a Christmas decorat, on. 


- waras, u is uin l — - - i ....b with mv comrade, ii is comrade. 

famous minister. Chu-ko Liang, where OId Wang luc ked away the cicada, "Then there s the royal ass. who avnM suspicion from the "The green stone, quickly! Give a _ 

he was wont to study the two memo- hig wigpy mU3 taches, and shuffled to- comes to China every three or four hJm thg Han ... Legend Of the Tree. 

rials of this great man-tl.e memo- w ard the city gate with a rapt smile years and buys what I have stored .. gald Hanecy grlm , y . " F | r8t give me my money.” scowled . orv f h orlgln - 

rials which have become classics and Qn hjg 8 „ ly old face . Behind him up. He goes back home and shoots J ery ’ the other "Besides, how do I know 0 NB f * h . h 

sources of political inspiration to rollowed two m8n . who. by thetr cos- the bull about how he picked these thl " klng ^ed the Toldler to a house ,he money Is good? It ls not sil- evergreen tnmasthaChrU^M 

China. tume, were evidently members of the things up here and there-gets good B ® d J^ y ^ 8 Vstant His pistol „r " ,ree , * era T T 

js - sr sar s r4V*»:r™: a .r.n»“ srs.-sis EF£rr,{i zH 

srts 

eihnolig“st I * * * * that ancient date marks spelis fraud. the soldier asked bluntly what jihe | Th e scowling, hesitant J*«ndU pro- fegtlval u related that SL Wlnnl- 


lampllght. At last: 

•■I — x guess you know who I am?" 
She held the lamp closer. 


"I’ve seen you somewhere. But 1 swollen one. 


Bart Carson's smile halted her. 

He turned to the child again and 
placed his strong WrlBt close to the 


i sTh^ a s rfe r„°r i srsl sksl 

I that‘ ancient date marks speiis fraud. -be soidier _asked « what the The scowling. hRfizat^U PJ* 


"Put them there bracelets over my 


et Jn 0l a 0 n 8 cient China a body was not j T HESE two soldiers knew that a| "Then fhere’s the man who has a cicada waa worth to Hanecy^ ^The du “ d th « “to fred ' a grPat Chrl8tla “ m,89lonar y 

embalmed. Instead, it was stuffed : T white man wa8 th e guest of th" firm, and who spends his time here I American “ ®“ loi - nocket. Hls Ups clenched grimly. amon(r th ® P a ® an8 of tb ® n °T' b ®,* 

with jade— for jade was the essence mandarin, and they had heard a great picking up stuff. He knows the game dred tae s p , h , pocket D f h i 8 ® an cu,tln ^ down a sacred oak 

of the yang, or male principle of the deal of talk about Han yu and other down to the ground, has every mil- ernmenb What went Into ttM :P«W of hls wh , ch had lMn „ ob Ject of worship 

universe, which would keep the body things. They knew that the white lionaire collector spotted and on his T* Vl T 1?,” T T.T.T t^cb^ verv alert. All by the pagan, whom he was trying to 


from corruption by the yin or female I man was one of the largest dealers strings, and gets ten thousand for the rade. heavenborn.- eagexly said the suspicious ,ead m ' rlKht - Wh "‘ T heW ' n ' 5 

forces of the earth. This at least was L antiques on the coast, and was right netsuke or snuff bottle. He's soldier, and departed. H*<,eci- »at th ' B ‘°° k ® d 8 ° ld f er tM turnTg to the down the huge tree it wm blasted and 
tL the Han neriod. I a, a brother with the mandarin, on the level with his customers, al- waiting, pistol in hand, but nothing The first soldier was turning to the uprooted b y a sudden whirlwind. Close 


the* theory. Even in the Han period. | thlck as a brother with the mandarin, on the level with his customers, al- wa.ung p,.t«. a Th* 'who* 0 had "prooted by a sudden whirlwind. Close 

iso there was a belief in the resur- As t0 the mandarin himself, they were though he'd Just as soon steal hls staul.' happened. door when hls comrade, who had beg , de the glant oak was a young fir 

^ i 1 t zrjszrz tj- down ' r,ver in --- w u r i ^ - r ft ?L b vz r s u: ^ 


A child, a girl of perhapa seven, had wris[s r i g ht there, honey. That's it. 
come to the door and was peeking jj ow press on ’em until they click, 
from behind her mother's skirts. The harder — there!” Hls face went mo- 
bandit looked down at her and smdled. mentar |iy white with the pain, but 
Then he faced the woman again. b(g 8ra ii e d j d no t fade. "Now listen. 

"I’m Bart Carson. I guess you've g andy claus has to do things in u 
heard of me?" klnd of funny way. If you’re going 

"Oh!" to get that great big present I was 

■Tm hurt. I followed that elk down telling you about, you’ll have to act 
here. Me’n and hlm’s a lot alike. Can Ju8t ] ike I tell you. Understand?" 


I come In — pleaBe?" 


She bobbed her head. Bart Carson 


The child, bolder now, edged forward ln gTlent tensity. The bandit shook 


and stared up at him. 
“Why don’t you 


resurrection, and the jade cicada laid Thousand Bright Flowers. This was ning. "So you’re going 
on thc tongue of a dead man was an an evi i little alley occupied by the morning, are you?" 


mamma 7” 

The woman drew back. The way 


hls shoulders as though to rid them 
him in, from a great load which had bur- 
dened them for a long lime. • 

The way "Fine!" His voice boomed cheerily. 


5T£r ;utside B th7c'ty EnUHngl^^^^^^ ^empero^s amu.et Is ,ost. so we’d for the murderer, offered by the fam- an exp.oston filled the room with 

.bese by the main gateway on the . and 8tartUn g thing. Beyond doubt, better transfer our attention to the ilyot ^ang. of five hundred silver •‘■-TT'" ^explosion came too TT m^^wUdwoods. but"nyour 


M6d himself in the temple of the ^“Tout at all!* Instead of Wang. "No-but you’ll be trailed." said with gaping jaw. All thought of U,e doubt whatewUwtUlto waa a mock „f blood but loving gifts and acts of 
- . . A — ' i see that vou get off safe." been murdered en route home from showed, hla hand was at the butt of tree of the northern regions, became 




was open. Bart Carson stepped "Now take hold of that chain— right 

within and closed the' door. The between my wrists; that's It— only be 
woman set the lamp on the table, easy, that left hand's powerful sore. 
The bandit faced her. Now we’ll go outalde and meet— some 

"I reckon we kind- of belong to the friends of mine. And don't forget 
same brand. Mrs. Walker." he began, what I told you to say: T caught him. 
"I know about you." I claim the reward.’ ” The rote was 

“Your repeated. 

■ "Yeh." The old drawl had come "That’s right," Bart Carson pulled 
back into his voice. “I went up to a deep breath. 'That’s light, honey, 
the pen the first time to save your Come on." 

husband. That is — I thought he was The door opened. Together they 
the brother of — of that other woman." went forth, to the night and the mow 
She didn’t answer — merely stood —and to the three men who wars 
studying him through the glow of the opening the gate, 
lamp. x (Copyright, 1921. All rights raserred.j 




